256          LIFE ON THE STAGE
I had, all unconsciously, formed an idea c and I was looking for a small, dark, very dai irritable man, and was therefore frankly an wrath of the long, thin man, whose vest trousers could not agree as to the exact loc waist-line, and laughed openly at the ice-see in return as black a scowl as any stage-villai wear. Then I cheerfully remarked: "I'm Mr. Daly; can you tell me where I am li him?"
"You  want  Mr.  Daly?" he  repeated, you?"
" 111 tell Mr. Daly that, please," I answer
He smiled and said: "Well, then, tell nn Daly — are you------"
"Yes," I answered, "I'm the girl come West, to be inspected. I'm Clara Morris."
He frowned quickly, though he held out 1 shook mine heartily enough, and asked me 1 his office.
It was a cranny in the wall. It held a ver and one chair, behind which was a folding s entered, I laughingly said: "I think I'll le< not used to sitting on the floor," but to my he brought forth the stool, he curtly replie not going to ask you to sit on the floor," whic me that I could not resist asking: " Are yot land, by chance, Mr. Daly?" and he had said " No!" before the old, old joke about Sc came to him.
Then he said, with severity: " Miss Morrii your bump of reverence is not well develop*
And I laughed and said: " There's a hoi Daly, and no bump at all," and though the jestingly spoken, there was truth and to sp; and there, too, was the cause of all the jo and frirtion between us in our earlv Hav« tm